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on Wednesday everyone is supposed to be recovering
from the effects of the combined dissipation of Tuesday's
races and ball; until Wednesday evening provides
another lottery for speculation on the races of Thursday
morning, which are to be followed by another ball on
Thursday night; so that theoretically a day of rest
comes in between each day of pleasure, or " trouble "
as the Yankees more rightly call it.

We will attempt to describe the proceedings of one
day at Sonepore. It is the first Tuesday, and we are
startled from our sleep by the bang of a big cannon,
which seems to be at the door of our tent. This is
called " gunfire," and means that dawn is breaking. Just
as you are composing yourself to sleep again you hear
the sound of music, and there comes the band of a
native regiment playing some noisy tune as they march
along the road through the centre of all the camps, and,
having got to the end of it, back they come again
playing louder than before. Meanwhile all the servants
have been aroused., and your man comes into the tent
and tells you that it is' time to get up; and, in fact,
unless you mean to cut the amusement altogether,
it is best to get up and dress. By the time you reach
your camp mess-tent you will probably find the charm-
ing hostess who presides over your camp ready and
waiting for you with one or two of her pretty girls,
whose fresh and bright faces never look better than at
this early and trying time. Tea and coffee are ready
for you, and, as the party gradually collects in the tent,